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JN a tumbledown shack in the depths of 
Leafy Forest lived a crabby hermit, an 
old hare who had no use for anybody or 
anything. 

"Gimpany!" he would snort to himself 
as he worked in his lettuce patch. "If 
there's anything I hate worse than com- 
pany . . . irS MORE COMPANY!" 

That was the sad truth. Many years be- 
fore, the unsocial hare had moved away 
from all his friends and relations, just so 
he could be completely alone. 

One day, toward sunset, the old hermit 
sat in his broken-down rocking chair and 
rocked and listened to the silence of the 
forest, 

''Does my heart good! YesMrreebuh, it 
just does!" he said, '^Fve always thought 
. . , WHATS THAT?" 

Hi& long ears had caught the sound of a 
sharp TAP! TAP! TAP! in a tree right 
outside the window. Peering out, the hermit 
saw a woodpecker, busily beating out a 
tatoo on the trunk of an elm tree. 

"GO AWAY!" Bcreamed the hai-e, vGo 
away, drat you! Don't want aityhody lung- 
in' around MY HOUSEr* And he heaved 
a small rock at the tapping woodpecker. 




But the busy bird stopped for just one 
instant, turned, smiled pleasantly at the 
angry hare, and continued his sharp TAP! 
TAP! TAP! 

This angered the hermit hare so much 
that he could barely speak. Seizing a large 
saucer, he flung it with all his might at the 
little woodpecker! 

Startled, the bird stopped his tapping, 
gazed reproachfully at the hare . . . and 
flew' away ! 

An instant later, the old hermit heard 
a new sound. "First it was tappin' and 
now it*s clangin'!" he muttered angrily. 
*'Why can't they leave a hermit ALONE?" 

"You wouldn't like THAT!" a strange 
voice answered- '*If we left you alone, 
YOUR HOUSE WOULD BURN DOWN!'' 

"Why . . . why, it's the Leafy Forest 
Fire Brigade!" the hare exclaimed. "And 
they've come to put out a Are on MY roof!" 

"You're a mighty lucky hermit!" the 
fire chief said, after ihe blaze was put out. 
"If no one had sent u^ a sigrial, your house 
woiiid have gone up . . . and VOU with it!" 

"Signal? What signal?" demanded the 
hare. 

"We caught an S. 0. S. sent out by a 
woodpecker!" answered the chief, "HE 
SAVED YOU AND YOUR HOME!" * 

"And to think I threw a saucer at hirnl** 
moaned tlie hare. "I wonder if I'll ever see 
him again! I wonder if heTl ever come 
back, so I can thank him!" 

He raised his tear-fiUed eyes to the elm 
tree where the woodpecker had sat. And 
as he looked, he saw a plump little bird 
fly straight towards the lowest branch. 

"It's . . . THE WOODPECKER!" shout- 
ed the hermit. "Thank you!" 

And the friendly bird winked one of his 
bright eyes and lapped out "Y-O-U'-R-E 
W=EL=GOM=E!" 
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nPHE wide, white beach sparkled in the 
glittering sun, as Fillmore Frog hopped 
out of the water onto the sand, "My, but 
it's restful here!" he murmured, yawnmg 
and stretching. "I think I'll have me a little 
nap. 

Dreamily, he sprawled out in the bright 
sun, his eyes blinking shut. "In just half 
a minute," Fillmore mumbled, "I shall be 
asleep " 

"MY, MY! WHAT HAVE WE HERE?" 
a sharp voice interrupted Fillmore's doze. 
"What a JUICY, TEMPTING MORSELr* 
Fillmore's eyes flew open and looked 
'straight into the hard, cruel eyes of a crane. 
*'Don't bother getting up," said the crane, 
can EAT YOU RIGHT HERE!" 
The little frog felt his heart beat fast 
with fear^ He looked- around wildly for 
help, but there was no one else on the 
shore. 

"Don't . . . DON'T EAT ME!" he plead- 
ed with the smiling crane. 

"NONSENSE!" the bird answered. 
•^You'll be perfect for a morning snack!" 

Suddenly, Fillmore had an idea. "It's 




my only chance," he thought desperately. 
"I MUST try it!" 

Then he said to the crane, "All right, 
mv bird! I admit that I am a fine, fat frog. 
But, if you eat me, YOU'LL BE SORRY!" 
"Sorry?" repeated the crane. "WHY?" 
"Because I can work magic!" answered 
Fillmore gravely. "I may be small, but 
I'm a POWERFUL FROG!" 

"Oh, pooh!" sneered the crane. "You're 
just SAYING that!" 

"Ah' You don't believe me!" Fillmore 
said. "Very well, then! EAT ME! But nev- 
er say I didn't warn you!" 

At this, the crane looked a bit nervous. 
**Just a minute," he hesitated, "let's SEE 
how m-agic you are!" 

"SIMPLE!" answered Fillmore. "I shall 
produce a FALLEN STAR, A WHISPER- 
ING SHELL AND A TALKING PLANT!" 

With that, the clever frog picked up a 
starfish and showed it to the crane. "See?" 
he said. "A fallen star!" 

Then he picked up a curved, polished 
seashell. "Hold it to your ear!" he told 
the crane, 

"IT . . . IT WHISPERS!" the bird stam- 
mered, dropping the shell. 

Finally, Fillmore held up a cluster of 
shining seaweed. "Listen!" he commanded, 
holding the plant up to the bird's ear. Slyly, 
he popped the fat little weed bubbles, so 
that they crackled sharply. POP! POP! 
POP! 

"You may consider that a warning!" 
Fillmore told the startled crane. "The talk- 
ing plant is telling you to STOP^ STOP, 
STOP!" 

"Excuse me!" chattered the frightened 
crane.' "I must be going now!" And away 
he ran, as fast as his long legs could take 
him! 

"What a silly bird!" Fillmore Frog 
laughed, as he hopped back into the wai^r. 
"ANYBODY CAN MAKE SEASHORE 
MAGIC LIKE ME!" 
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T ena was a very young, light-hearted lamb 
who loved to hop and skip in the grassy 
fields. One day, her uncle, a wise, experi- 
enced old sheep, remarked to her, "Lena, 
my child, you must be very careful! Not 
far from here, in the craggy mountain 
slopes, there lives a nasty, HUNGRY wolf! 
If he should ever catch you out in the 
meadow, alone and unprotected, you will 
be nothing but LAMB CHOPS !^- 

But Lena would not listen to her old 
uncle. "1 will dance and gambol to my 
heart's content," she said, "and not worry 
about any old wicked wolf!" " 

One aftemon. young Lena wandered 
ffway from the rest of the sheep to a little 
grassy clearing in the sunshine. "What a 
beautiful place!" she exclaimed. "It makes 
me feel like dancing!" 

As she whirled and twirled, poor Lena 
did not notice a pair of hungry red eyes, 
watching her from among tlie bushes. 

"At last this tender young lamb is 
ALONE!" thought the vicious wolf. "THIS 
IS MY CHANCE!" And he moved forward 
to see his victim better. 




At the sound of the rustling bushes, Lena 
turned. "Do I see what I think 1 see?" she 
asked herself in a panic. "Those eyes! They 
mast belong to that nasty wolf uncle was 
talking about! 1 MUST ESCAPE!" 

Quickly, Lena swiveled on her nimble 
little feet and dashed up a stony moun- 
tainside. "Oh, dear!" she panted. "I DO 
wish I had listened to uncle t" 

"AHA!" shouted the wolf triumphantly. 
"She is frightened. She will run towards 
the flock and I shall be able to have MORE 
THAN ONE for supper!" 

Higher and higher, faster and faster, 
climbed Lena, with the hungry wolf hot 
on her trail. "I shall soon be at the very 
peak of this mountain," the little lamb 
thought, "and THEN where will I be?" 

So saying, Lena reached the topmost 
peak and there was no place she could run. 
The wolf was drawing very close now, and 
she could hear him puffing and panting 
away. 

"There is only ONE place to go now!" 
Lena decided. "I shall have to make a 
SUPREME EFFORT!" 

For an instant, she stood on the tips of 
her dainty hooves. And then . . . with a 
brief backward glance ... SHE JUMPED! 

"I MADE IT!" she exulted, looking 
down at the deep Gulf she had spanned. 
"Now, if I can just get DOWN this moun- 
tain ..." 

Just then, a wild cry split the air. Whirl- 
ing around, Lena was just in time to see the 
red-eyed wolf go catapulting down the 
precipice to his doom! 

"I'M SAFE!" shouted Lena. "We're 
ALL safe! I wonder what uncle will say 
NOW!" 

When the wise old sheep heard of the 
wolfs death, he smiled at Lena and said. 
"You've been a brave girl, my dear! But 
perhaps you will admit now that it is good 
to have a WISE HEAD AS WELL AS 
NIMBLE FEET!'' 

And Lena agreed! 
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ife Snapshot, Photo, Kodak Pic- 
ture, Prf'nt or Negative to 5 x 7 
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Everyone admires pictures in natural colors because the 
surroundings and loved ones are so true to life, just the way 
they looked when the pictures were taken, so we want you to 
know also about our gorgeous colored enlargements. 

Think Of having that small pic- 
ture or snapshot of mother, 
father, sister or brother, 
children or others near and 
dear to you, enlarged to 
5 by 7-inch size so that the 
details and features you 
love are more lifelike and 
natural. 

Over one million men and 
women have sent us their 
favorite snapshots and pictures 
for enlarging. Thousands write 
us how much they also enjoy 
their remarkably true-to-life, 
natural colored enlargements 
we have sent them ill hand- 
some black and gold, or ivory 
and gold frames. They tell us 
that their hand colored en- 
largements have living beauty 
sparkle and life. 

You are now given a 
wonderful opportunity to 
receive a beautiful enlarge- 
ment of your cherished snap- 
shot, photo or Kodak picture. 
Look over your pictures now 
and send us your favorite 
snapshot, photo or Kodak 
picture to be enlarged. Please 
include the color of hair and 
eyes and get our new bargain 
offer giving you your choice of handsome frames 
with a second enlargement beautifully hand 
tinted in natural lifelike oil colors and sent on 
approval. Your original is returned with your, 
enlargement. This amazing enlargement offer is 
our way of getting acquainted and letting you 
know the quality of our work. Send today as 
supplies are limited. 

DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 1542 
211 W. 7th Street Des Moines. Iowce 
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<tMfe OMr yMr isnHhah dRil Kadati Ubun for pictures of loved 
ones. Just sand a print of pegayve wifn the coupon and a 
^«st^>np for retuiii mailing laday. 



Enclose this coupon with your favorite snapsbol, 

fjicture or negative and send to MAM STUDIOS, Dapf. 
542 211 W. 7h St., D«» MeiBM, lew*. 
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